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writer's ingenious vulgarities I would gape like a mesmerized
chicken.
In the hotel the dansant will have begun. A hundred
bearded ladies have brought their black little daughters. The
ballroom reeks with stale flowers and cheap scent. AH the
tables are taken. The fathers in spats and clean collars try-
to eradicate from their faces the expression which forty years
of Levantine practices have implanted. The mothers employ
the vocabulary of the underworld of elegance. "Tres reussi . . .
convenable ... on aura dit. . , ca se remarque." The daughters
fidget. The young men attempt polish. All move in the
psychologist's wonderland which is revealed to us when we
watch charmless people trying to be charming.
At dinner a piano and a violin play evening music, with
Peer Gynt^ Rosamund^ Chansons sans Paroles^ Toselli^ wistful
and gallant compositions that empty over one all the slops of
' capitalist sentiment. Afterwards, there are the cinemas with
wooden seats and German films unknown to the Academy,
and a few places for supper. In Greek cabarets one is not
allowed to sit with a woman unless one has champagne. The
sexes are therefore divided on opposite sides of the floor. If
a young man dances with a **hostess" he scurries back at the
finish like a male spider trying to escape from the nuptial
embrace before he is eaten. The girls are sulky, the whisky
tastes of sawdust. Back in the hotel there are mosquitoes in
February, and, four days old, the Continental Daily Mail.
This day, repeated ten times, was typical of Athens. As
boredom gathered momentum one felt all the ingredients of
personality gurgling away like the last inch of bathwater.
One became a carcase of nonentity and indecision, a reflection
to be avoided in mirrors. Why go abroad? Why travel?
Why exchange the regard of a clique for the stare of a concierge?
On the day of the elections the sun was shining. It was
one of those Sundays in early spring when there is an air of
displacement. A sensation of keels lifting from the mud, of
new skin, and of new acquaintances. We motored to Kephissia
for lunch. The butter was good. Refugees paraded about in
their hideous best, and gramophones were playing in TatoL